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THSZAOAVEI3C
To Xr. Bad JCrs. Oeorre W. Orser, ClrctorUU,

BT Hit. RATI K. SHIRWOOD.

("I appeal to uj white man to eay If ever he entered
Logan's cabin hungry, and ha rare him not swat; if be
ever can cold aod naked, and I (ire him not clothlag.
Daring the course of toe hut lone and bloody war, Logan
remained In bia tent, aa advocate for peace. 2fay, each,
waa BT lore far the whites, that thoae of my owa country
Stated at me aa they paued by, aod said. 'Logan la the

the white man.' I had eren tboogat to live
wlffa Ton. bat fur the Injuries of one man. Couael Cre-aa-

the but Spring, In cold blood, and unprovoked, eat
off all the relatives of Logan, not sparing eves my woven
and children. There mna not a drop of my blood in the
veins of any 11 ring creature. Thle called on ma for re-
vest. I have sought it. I hare killed many, I hart

. fully glstted my vengeance. For nr ooantry. I rsjoiee
at the beams of peace. Yet, do not harbor tho thaagbt
that mine Is tbeloy of fear. 'Logan serer felt fear, liewill not tarn on his heel to aave his life. Who ia there
to mourn for Logan I Not one." Saeec 0 Zoosa, Ckitfaftk4llgoei,toLoriIhmnort, Gvrtrnorcf TtrgbtU.

To-da- y wa stand, with wondering eyes.
Beneath the Elm where Logan stood ;

The spirits of the spot arise, ,,
And clothe na with his silenmood.

Onr hearta are throbblag with his heart.
His grief from erery bosom rolls ;

We feel onr life of his a sarL
The silent brotherhood of aosls.

for whether good or whether ill,
Onr fellows who beside ua fall.

We feel the impulses that thrill
Their hearta one Lord has made as siL

We stand beneath tho stately tree.
And gaie adown the fertile plain:

The yeara like trooping ahadowa flee.
UMM Wl .UV .,0 M VIU1 .(1UI.

The new paw ripens In the wood,
Th rlld grape by the river aide,......S it dhwguaaI.4... malie, the simple food
ui simple people, soon supplied.

From every bend of wood and rill.
The wild men of the forest peer;

The wily hunter, lithe and still.
Speeds swiftly on the startled deer.

Low circling round the sparkling spring.
The d tents are spreads

The children in their hammocke awing,
And catch the branches overhead.

Tantastlc figures dar.ee around
The camp-Ure- gleaming on the height ;

Orvgrouped in drcJes on the ground.
Flash picturesquely on the sight.

And pesce is in the silent shade.
And peace la on the sunny plain 1

The Indian lorer wooa hie maid.
And twines for her the wampom chain.

By right of birth, the red men hold
The broad, green acres far and wide j

The pale-fac- e forged his titles bold.
And urges them with wanton pride.

Already on the hunter'a trail.
Ilia conquering step is dally seen ;

Bis plow fa tearing up the rale,
Ufa axe la at the forest green.

The crack of rifle, loud and long.
Awakes the echoes far and near ;

A terror strikes the feathered throng.
The startled bison flee with fear.

The moor fowl calls her scattered brood.
And screaming seeks the distant brake 1

The shy, wild creatures of the wood.
Their flight to deeper coverts take.

And, savage, from their broken lair.
The tribee in common council meet;

The Shawnee and the Delaware,
And Mingo one another greet.

And now the fires burn angrily.
In all the aweet Sciota Tale;

The warrior shouts his battle-cr-

And stealthy, talcs the great war trail.

From burning gronnd to burning ground.
The dread death-signa- flash and fly ;

The victims to the fagots bound.
Shriek wildly in their agony.

The brands are burning fierce and high.
Beside the settler's cabin piled ;

While, dying in the doorway, lie
The pale-face- mother and her child.

Again the tide of war la turned.
The wild death-wail- a of battle ceaae;

The flaring torch la only burned
To light the calumet of peace.

The dread haa died away.
The poisoned arrow speeds no more ;

The red man bowa hia head
To George the Third and Lord Oanmora.

But aee the M logo chieftain stand.
With folded anna and haughty head ;

His hopes are in the aplrit-land- ,

Hia thoughts are with the sleeping dead.
The cup of vengeance, once so aweet,

Haa prored a poisoned draught to be,
Whoae thonsand ghastly horrors meet

Hia eyes in shocking mockery.
No life to love, so hope, no borne.

No tribal fame, no destiny ;
Forsaken through the world to roam.

Unmounted to meet eternity.
A prophecy la on his soul-- He

stands the type of all hia race.
Who, wandering from pole to pole.

Shall find no aafe abiding place.
Upon their desolated path.

The tempest and the storm shall pour
The fury of their gathered wrath;

The earth shall know the race no more.

Thrice thirty times the Summer'a abeen
Haa turned the tasseled malie to gold ;

Thrice thirty Autumn moons hare aeen
It garnered safely In the hold.

Thrice thirty times the oriole swung
Hia hammock in the Elm-tre- e high :

Thrice thirty timee his farewell sung.
Ere fleeing to a calmer aky.

Yet ever. In the sun and shade.
The aad lament of Logan swells ;

The brook that whispera through the glad.
Its story to the rirer tells.

The murmuring morning breezes break
It softly to the downy lea 1

At ere, tie sighing branches wake
, A alow and solemn threnody.

Lire on 1 O, queen of forest trees I
O, Elm, kissed by the sun and dsw I

Be thine the blandest morning breen ;

Be thine the skies of gladdest hue 1

Lire on 1 O, bard 1 whoae tales shall start
Lara of diviner minstrelsy 1

And wake within the human heart.
The finer chords of sympathy 1

Live on ! O, monument of him.
Whose scorned and mocked humaslty

Baa stood a homily to dim
Our boasted Christianity.

lire on 1 while Winter snows shall chill.
While Summer heata shall scorch aad ban.

Till man, to do hia Father's will,
A broader charity shall learn.

Afaw miles below Clrclrrille, on the celebrated Pick-awa- y

Plains, may be aeen the knoll where Lord Dmaaaore
concluded a treaty with the Sciota tribes. There, also,
la the elm on the basks of Congo Creek, beneath which
Logan, the lilnro chief, who had refused to appear Is
council, made his famous speech.
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THE VILLAGE PBIZE.
A TALE OF WASHKK1W5.

In one of the loveliest villages of old Virginia
there lived, in the year 175, an old man, whoae
daughter was declared, by universal consent, to
be the loveliest maiden iu all the country ro.nd.
The veteran, in bia yonth, bad beenatbletio and
muscular above all his fellows, and bis breast,
where he always wore them, could show the
adornment of three medals, received for his vic-

tories in gymnastic feats whoa a young man.
His daughter was now eighteen, and had been
sought in marriage by many suitors. Oue
brought wealth auother a fine person another
this, another that. But they were all refused
by the old man, who became at last a
for bis obstinacy, among the yonug men of the

' village and neighborhood.
At leugtb the nineteenth birth-da- y ofAnnette,

his charming daughter, who was aa amiable
and modest as she was beautiful, arrived. The
morning of that day, her father invited all the
yonth of the country to a frolic.
Seventeen handsome and industrious young
men assembled. They came not only to make
hay, bnt also to make love to the fair Annette.
In throe hours they bad filled the father's barns
with the newlydried grass, and their own
hearts with love. Annette, by her father's eota-man- d,

had brought the malt Jiqnor of her own
brewing, which ahe presented to each enamored
awain with her own fair hands.

"Now, my boys," said the old keeper of the
jewel they all coveted, as leaning 00 their
pitch forks they all assembled round the door in
the cool of the evening, "now, my lads, yon
haee nearly all of yon made proposals for my
Annette. Now, yon see, I don't care anything
about money or talents, g nor soldier-

-learning. I can do as well by my gal as aay
man in the country. But I want her to marry
a man of my own grit. Now, yon know, or
ongbt to know, when I was a youngster, I could
beat anything in all Virginity in the way o'
leaping. I gut my old woman by beating the
smartest man on the Eastern Shore, and I have
took the oath and sworn it, that no man shall
marry my daughter witbont jumping for it.
Yon understand me, boys. There's the green,
and here's Annette," "ho added, taking bis
daughter, who stood timidly behind him, by the
hand. "Now, the one that jumps the farthest
on a dead level, aball marry Annette this very
night."

This unique address was received by the
yonug men with applause. And many a yonth
of trial, cast a glance of anticipated victory
back npon the lovely object of village chivalry.
The maidens left their looms and quilting-frame- s,

the children their noisy sports, the slaves their
labors, and the old men their arm-chai- and
long pipes, to witness aud triumph in the suc-
cess of the victor. All prophesied and wished
that it would be young Carroll. He was the
handsomest and d yontb in the
country, and all knew that a strong mutual at-
tachment existed between him and the fair An-
nette. Carroll had won the reputation of being
the "best leaper," and in a country where such
athletic achievements were the rise qua no of a
man's cleverness, this was no ordinary honor.

The arena allotted for this hymeneal contest
was a level space in front of the village-in- and
near the centre of a grass-pla- t, reserved in the
midst of the Tillage, denominated the "green."
The verdure was quite worn off at this place by
previous exercises of a similar kind, and a hard
surface of sand, more befitting for which it waa
to be nsed, supplied its place.

The father of the lovely, blushine. and withal
happy prize, (for she well knew who would
win,) with three other patriarchal villagers,
were the judges appointed to decide npou the
claims ot the several competitors. The last
time Carroll tried his skill iu this exercise, he
"cleared," to nse the leaper's phraseology, twenty--

one feet and one inch.
The signal was given, and by lot the yonng

men stepped into the arena.
"Edward Grayson, seventeen feet," cried one

of the judges. The youth hsd done his utmost.
He was a pale, intellectual student. Bnt what
bad intellect to do in such an arena T Witbont
a look at the maiden, he left the ground.

"Dick Bonlden, nineleeu feet!" Dick, with a
laugh, tnrned away, and replaced his coat.

"Harry Preston, nineteen feet and three inch-
es. Well done, Harry Preston!" shouted the
spectators; "yon have tried bard for the acres
and homestead."

Harry also laughed, and swore-be-onl- y jump-
ed for the fnn of the thing. Harry" was a rattle-
brain fellow, bat never thonght of matrimony.
He loved to walk and talk, and laugh and romp
with Aunette, bnt sober marriage never came
into his head. He only jumped for the fnn of
the thing. He wonld not have said so, if be
were euro of winning.

"Charley Biennis, fifteen feet and a half! Hur-
rah for Charley! Cbarley'll in!" cried the
crowd, Charley Simms was
the cleverest fellow in the world. Hia mother
advised him to stay at home, and told him if he
ever won a wife, she would fall in love with his
good temper rather tbau hia legs. Charley,

the trial of the iatter'scsMbilities,
and lost. Many refused tbe list alto-
gether. Others made the trial, and only oue of
the leapers bad yet cleared twenty feet.

"Now," cried the villagers, ."let's aee Henry
Carroll. He onght to beat this;" and every one
appeared, aa tbey called to mind the mutual
love ef the last competitor and the sweet Annet-
te, as if they heartily wished his success.

Henry stepped to bis post with a firm tread.
His eye glanced with confidence around upon
the villagers, and rented, before he bonnded for-
ward, tpon the face of Annette, as if to catch
therefrom that spirit and assurance which the
occasion called for. Returning the encouraging
glance with which ahe met hia own, with a
proud smile npon his lips, be bonnded forward.

"Twenty.one feet and a half!" shouted the
multitude, repeating tho announcement of oue
of tbe judges; "twenty one feet and a talf Har-
ry Carroll forever! Annette aud Harry!"
Hands, caps, and handkerchiefs waved over the
heads of tbe spectators, and the eyes of tho de-
lighted Annette sparkled with joy.

When Henry Carroll moved to hi station, to
strive for tbe prixe, a tall, gentlemanly yonng
man, in military nndress frock-coat- , who bad
rode np to the inn, dismonnted and joined the
spectators, nnperceived, while the contest was
going on, stepped suddenly forward, aud with a
knowing eye measured deliberately tbe space
accomplished by tbe last leaper. He was a
stranger ill the village. His handsome face and
easy address attracted the eyes of, the village
maidens, and his manly and sinewy frame, in
which symmetry and strength were happily
united, called forth tbe admiration of the yonug
men.

"Mayhap, sir, stranger, you think yon can
beat that !" said one of tbe remark-
ing tbe manner in which the eye of the stranger
scanned the arena. "If yon cau leap beyond
Henry Carroll, you'll beat the best man in tbe
colonies." Tbe truth of this observation was as-
sented to by a general tnurmnr.

"Is it for mere amusement you are pnrsuiug
this pastime!" inquiaed tbe youthful strauger,
"or is there a prize for the winner t"

"Annette, tbe loveliest and wealthiest of our
village maidens, is to be the reward of the win-
ner, cried one of tbe judges.

"Are the lists 'Open to all t"
"All, young sir!" replied the father ofAnnette,

with Interest, his youthful ardor rising aa
he surveyed the proportions of the straight-limbe- d

young stranger. "She it the bride of
him who out-leap- s Henry Carroll. If yon will
try, you are free to do so. But, let me tell you,
Henry Carroll has no equal In Virginia. Here
is my daughter, air; look at berand make yonr
trial." ' !

The officer glanced npon tbe. trembling maid-
en about to be offered on the altarjf her fath-

er's monomania, with an admina eye. Tbe
poor girl looked at Harry, who Hood near, with
a troubled brow and an angry (7,', and then
cast upon the new competitor jkki imploring
glance. ' '

Placing his coat in the bandssof oon of the
judges, be drew a sash he wore beneath it tight-
er round hia waist, and takltyr the appointed
stand, made, apparently wUioofc-pttor- t, the
lionnd that was to decide the 'JUrpjshrSs or mis-

ery of Henry aod Annette.
"Twenty-tw- o feet and aa inch!" shouted the

judge. Tbe shout was repeated with surprise
by the spectators, who crowded around the vie-to- r,

filling tbe 'air with congratulations, not
however, with loud murmurs from

those who were more nearly interested in the
happiness of toe lovers. .

The old man approached, aad grasping his
band exultingly, called him bia eon, and said he
felt pronder of him than if he were a prince.
Physical activity and strength were the old
leaper's true patents of nobility.

Besoming bis coat, the victor sought, with his
eye, tbe fair prize he had, although nameless
and unknown, to fsirly woo. She leaned npon
her father's arm, pale aud dUtressed.

Her lover stood aloof, gloomy and mortified,
admiring the superiority of tbe stranger In an
exercise in which he prided himself as nnrirsl-le- d,

while he hated him for his aaoeess.
"Annette, my pretty prize," amid tha victor,

taking her passive hand, "I have won yoa fairly."
Annette's cheek became paler than marble;

she trembled like an aspenleaf, and clang clos-

er to her father, while the drooping eyes sought
tbe form of her lover. Hit brow grew dark at
tbe strangar's language.

"I have woo yoa, my pretty lower, to task
yon bride tremble not so Tiostotly I rnsaa

. iTalf however Broad I oerht to be," ad
ded he, with gallantry, "to ear so fr tjf
next to my heart. Perhaps," "J
eyes inquiringly, while-- tha current lift leap-

ed Joyfully to her brow, aad omarmarof sur-
prise ran through the crow, "psrhaps than U
some favored yonth among the crowd who has

a higher claim to this jewel. Young sir," hs
continued, turning t the surprised Henry, "mo-thin-

yoa were the victor in tbe list before me
I strove not for the maiden, though one conld

not well strive for a fairer hot from love for
tha manly sport in which I saw yoa engaged.
Yoa are tbe victor, aad as snch, with the per-
mission of thisworthy assembly, yoa will receive
from my hand tbe prize yoa have so well and
honorably woo."

The yonth sprang forward and grasped bis
band with gratitude, and tbe next moment Au-
nette was weeping for pure joy apon bis shoul-
der. The welkin rang with tbe acclamations of
the delighted villager, and amid the tempora-
ry excitement produced by this act, the stran-
ger withdrew from the crowd, mounted his
horse, and sparred him at a brisk trot through
the village- -

That night Henry and Annette were married,
and tbe health of tbe mysterions and noble-hearte- d

stranger was drank in overflowing
bnmpers of rustic beverage.

In process of time, there were bom nnto the
married pair sons and daughters, and Henry
Carroll had become Col. Henry Carroll of the
Bevolntionary army.

One evening, having just returned home af-
ter a hard campaign, be was sitting with his
family on the gallery of his hsndsome country-hous- e,

when an advance courier rode np and an-

nounced the approach of Geu. Washington aud
suite, informing him that he should crave his
hospitality for the night. Tbe necessary direc-
tions were given in reference to the bonsehold
Ereparations, and Col. Carroll, ordering his

one, rode forward to meet and escort to bis
house tbe distinguished guest, whom be bad
never yet aeen, although serving in the same
widely-extende- d army.

That evening, at the table, Anuette, now be-

come tbe dignified, matronly, and atill hand-
some Mrs. Carroll, could not keep her eyes from
the face of her illustrious visitor. Every mo-
ment or two she would steal a glance at his
commanding features, and half
assuredly, shake her bead and look again, to be
still more puzzled. Her absence of mind and
embarrassment at lenrth became evident to her
husband, who inquired, affectionately, if she
were ill.

"I suspect, Colonel," said tbe General, who
had been some time, with a quiet, meaning
smile, observing the lady's curious and puzzled
survey of his features) "that Mrs. Carroll thinks
she recognizes in me an old acquaintance." And
he smiled with a mysterious air, as he gszed
npon both alternately.

The Colonel started, and a faint memory of
the past seemed to be revived as he gazed, while
tho lady rose impulsively from her chair, and
bending eagerly forward over tbe tea-ur- with
clasped hands, and an eye of intense, eager in-

quiry, fixed full npon him, stood for a moment
with her lips parted, as if she would speak.

"Pardon me, my dear madam, pardon me,
Colonel, I must pnt an end to this scene. I
have become, by dint of camp-far- e and hard
ussge, too unwieldy to leap again twenty-tw- o

feet and one inch, even for so fair a bride as one
I wot of."

Tbe recognition, with tbe surprise, delight
and happiness that followed, are left to the im-
agination of the reader.

General Washington was indeed the hand-
some yonng "leaper," whose mysterious appear-
ance and disappearance in the native village of
the lovers, is still traditionary whoae claim to
a substantial body of bona fide flesh and blood
was stontly contested by tbe village story-teller-

nntil the happy denouement which took
place at tbe hospitable mansion of Col. Carroll.
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We cross the prairie, aa of old
Tha pilgrims crossed tha sea.

To make the West, aa they the East.
Tha homestead of tha free.

Wa ga to rear a wall oi bob
On Freedom's aeathera line.

And plast beside tha cotton trse,
Tha ragged Northern pins 1

We're flowing from our native hills.
As oar free rivers flow ;

Tha Massing of our Mather land
Is on ua aa we go.

Wa go to plast her common schools
On distant prairie swells.

And give tha Sabbathe of the wild
The music of her belle.

Upbearing, like the Ark of old,
Tha Bible Is our van.

We go to test the truth of Go
Against tbe fraud of man.

No pauae, nor rest aave where the streams
That feed the Kaaaas run,

Sara where our Pilgrim gonfaloa
Shall flout the setting sun I

Wall sweep tha prairies, aa of old
Our fathsra aweept the sea.

And make the West, aa they tbe East,
The homestead of the free 1

jramvifr applehbed."
Monroe Township, Bicbland County, Ohio, is

noted as being the headquarters of the eccentric
"Johnn Appleseed," so distinguished in the
early settlement of this country for raising

nurseries. The following scrapes, illus-
trative of hit personal character and history,
have been famished by Mr. James Sirpless, of
Washington, Mrs. Hildretb, cf Mansfield, and
others who were well acquainted with him :

His proper name was Jonathan Chapman, but
be was called " Johnny Appleseed" because of
bia mania for planting apple seeds, and rearing
trees for the pioneers. On this account he was
one of the greatest benefactors of Bicbland
County ; at an early period, large orchards, tbe
result of bis labor, flourished la all parts of the
eounlry. He bought his seed in large quantities
from tbe Ohio River, and selecting a rich, loamy
spot, near a water course, he cleared it, put in
the seed and enclosed-th- e ground securely, vis-
iting the spot from time to time to clear it of
weeds. Several of these nurseries were located
In Monroe Township, one on tbe farm now owned
by Mr. Michael Hogan, another on Mr. John
Oliver's farm, near Londonvills, a third near
Petersburg, one near tbe " Big Spring," in Mans-
field, aad several near the head-wate- of the
Whetstone.

"Johnny" was always ready with his trees
for the 'settlers as they " cleared np," giving
them the trees on receiving in exchange some
old or needed article for use. He cared not for
company; be had a great mission to fill, a work
of love to perform. Tbe apple was ths noblest
fruit of tbe elime, and with it the wilderness
should be supplied. And as tha country became
settled, bis sphere ef operations was removed
farther wast, where the sama career of useful-
ness waa He would often speak of
himself a being "a messenger seat into tbe
wilderness to prepare the way for the people, as
John the Baptist was sent to prepare tbe way for
the coming Savior, so be was sent on a less im-
portant missioo to herald the news of approach-
ing civilization."

He waa a kind of a 8wednborgian ; circulated
hia doctrines among the settlers very industri-
ously, aad found many who sympathized In hia
opiniooa. Ha carried around 8wedenborglan
books and circulated them. As the demand was
often greater than the snpply, be would take
books to pieces and distribute the parts. He be-
lieved, this world to be a type of the next ; that
in tbe future world we would have the same
physical geography, the same phenomena of
cold aad heat, rains and snows; the sama occu-
pations in life, the same emotions of love and
bate, joy and sadness, Ac--, ok.

8oaae lawyers of Mansfield were ones rallying
him upoa his peculiar notions of the employment
of the inhabitants of heaven.

" Mr. Chapman." said one, " what business will
Uwyers follow when in heaven T"

"Tho woo prooouncsd against them prevents
their gettiag to that nbiee?

"Then, where will they got"
"To Hell."
"And what will engage their attention

there T"
"Just what engages their attention hers,"

aid tha 8wedsaborguui, with tb greatest
gravity; " they will be placed In tilth np to their

knees, end will be striving forever to pitch it
into each other's faces."

Tbe lawyers proceeded to question tlia next
witness.

"Johnny" was very eccentric in bis personal
appearance aa nell as in his character. He was
a small, nervous man, with black sparkling eyes,
ami a uearu and nmr vtuieu wonla nave ueen
tbe pride of a Nazarine, as he never allnired
them to be trimmed nr marred. His clothing
was alwsys old and ragged. He once bought a
coffee bsg, aud making boles for tbe head and
arms, thrust them through, saying it km as
goof, a wamns as se wanted. In his wildernets
journeying, he frequently wore a tin pail or
kettle ou bis head, answering the double pur-
pose of hat and mush pot. Ha went barefooted
winter aud summer. Mr. Abner Davis, of Worth-ingto- n

Township, remembers his calling at his
house ouo cold winter morning, wliou the auotr
was several inclai deep on the ground. Mr.
Davis invited him to warm himself by tho tiro,
but he refused, and taking his seat in the back
part of the room, threw 1iU feet up against the
logs of tbe cabin as if he were enjoying tbe
greatest comfort imagiuablu. Tbe skin uf his
leet iu time came to look much liko mi

bide.
His diet was very Mtnplo. He wonld not touch

tobbacco, tea nor coffee, because when he got to
tbe next world, be could not have them there,
and be would not cultivate ati appetite here that
conld not be gratified there. Of milk and boucy
be was very fond, and indulged freely, sajing,
' we read that this is heavenly food."

He conld never be persuaded to marry. lie
said a spiritual visitor bad assured him thattnn
wives were already provided for him in the next
world, provided he lived single in this. In 1312
he rescued a beautiful little girl, nine or ten
years of age, from death ly the Indians, near
Sit. Vernon, and carried bet npon bis back many
a weary mile, nntil he restored her to friend.
From that time be had an ardent affection for
girls of that age, and said that if he erer
married, he wonld take a girl eight or ten years
of age, a pure, beautifal virgin, such as he res-
cued from the Indians, and train her under his
own caro until she was of fitting age. Then be
wonld be sure of her pnrity be would never
marry any other.

"Johnny Appleseed " was a man of very ten-
der feelings, and could not bear to see even an
insect suffer. If be found a bee tree, be always
examined to see if tbe bees bad an abaudaut
store from which to spare him a portion for his
meal. If tbey had not, he never touched the
comb.

Many annecdotes are told, showing hU eccen-
tric character. It is said that one cool night in
antnmn, while lying before his camp-fir- e in tho
woods, he discovered that the light attracted the
tuosq niloes and other night insects, aud coming
in contact with tbe blaze, they were destroyed.
This was too much ; bis feelings were highly
wrought npon, and rising from bis bed be extin-
guished tbe flames, remarking that such a de-

struction of life, in so horrible a manaer, was
too bad. " God forbid," said be, " that my com-
fort be attained by tbe destruction or any of His
creatnres." On another occasion, be made bis
camp fire before the entrance of a hollow log, in
which he inteuded to spend the night, but on
examination found it inhabited. A she bear and
her cubs bad already taken sqntter's right, and
Johnny, believing in tbe doctrine of squatter
sovreeignty, relinquished his right, extinguished
his fire, and located bis claim at the other end cf
the log. He slept on tbe suovr, in tbe open air,
till morning, when returning to the other end of
tbe log, he found his neighbor of the " shaggy
coat," comfortably sheltered, giving snek to her
children. "Poor, innocent things," exclaimed
Johnny, "I am glad I did not turn yon ont of
yonr honse."

Another aunecdote is related of Johnny, tho
circumstances of which took place iu the public
square in Mansfield, at an early day: An itiner-
ant preacher bad made an'appoiutment to preach
there on a certain day, and among the number
of bis bearers was Johnny. The preacher, in
holding forth against prevailing fashions and
luxuries, exclaimed iu a loud tone of voice,
" Bnt where now is tbe barefooted Christian on
his road to heaveu V Johnny, who was lying
011 his back ou some timber, taking the question
literally, kicked np his heels, and bawled out at
the top of his voice "llEKE HE is !"

Ouo morning, while mowing npon tho prairie,
he nas bitten by a rattlesnake. He involuntari-
ly struck at it and left. About an hour after, he
recollected tbe circumstance, and for fear that
he might not have killed it, aud the snake lie
left writhing in torture, be went back to kill it,
if there was no prospect of its recovering from
the wonnd. A friend iuquiriug of him after-
wards about the matter, he drew a long sigh and
replied, "Poor fellow! be only touched me,
when I, in an ungodly passion, pnt the beel of my
scythe on him, aud when I went back, tuero lay
the poor fellow, dead."

Such was Johnny Appleseed, tbo eccentric
There is uot, probably, in the his-

tory of Ohio, another person combining the same
traits of character. Besides tbe raising of apple
tree nurseries, Johnny was extensively engaged
in sowing the seeds of many nild ege tables,
which be supposed possessed mediciual proper-tie-

such as dog fenuel, penny royal, uiayapple,
hoarhuund, catnip, wiutergreen, ic, dec His
object in doing this was to equalize the distribu-
tion, so that every locality wonld possess a va-

riety. Johnny Appleseed was decidedly a bo-

tanical physician. HantMd, (O.) Herald.
m issi m

Tbe Old, Old Homestead.
s in memory I see tbo dear old home-

stead. Oh! bow plainly in imagination the old
farm honse comes up before my mind ; and those
uncultivated and rock crowned hills, tho ratio
plain, that old maple and apple orchard, in fan-
cy again I see. The violet and the forget-me-no- t,

the mossy rocks, and laughing rill, the
crystal spring, all these again I see, and the
happy days of childhood come floating back to
me sgsin. It teemed but yesterday, that father
smiled, and mother kissed her boy, in tbe old
homestead 1 Ob, those sunny dsys of childhood ,
tbey were all too bright to last, and as I sadly
think of tbe dear ones passed away, mother,
father, sister, brother, all sleeping in tbme
orchard graves on tbe old homestead, and of tbe
thousand happy hours spent by ns together, it
seems that death has taken all my earthly treas-
ures, and I am left alone at last. But a voice
softly floating ou tbe evening breeze tells me I
am uot alone, and in imsginstion I ramble over
tbe old homestead, with tbe cherished love of
long ago at my side. And thus it is, the buds of
spring, tbe summer nowers come ana go, witn.
their beauty teeming, bnt in memory never dy
ing. So wltb lonaiy enertsbeu ones, tnongn iu
tbe grave, we have their forms so fair, they ever
in memory dwell with ns. The days of child-
hood, tbe old homestead, will never be forgotten;
tbe past to ns, by mind and memory, will be re-

newed; tbe tuneful birds, with varied songs;
the little brooks tbst wind along the stream, re-

flecting a spotless sky, and "crystal stieams
more fair," and tbe wild woods around tbe old
homestead, where nature first her charms to me
displsyed, eclipsing works of human art, these
to me are more precious in memory than all the
gems of earth and art, rude though they be.

The Bollaur. -
In 1864 tbe greenback dollar wonld bny two

yards of calico. Now it will bny sixteen. In
1864 the workingman's $120 for a day's work
would buy three yards of calico for bis wife.
Now bis $1.00 a day will buy ber sixteen.

One year tbe Democratic party in Massachu-
setts has Charles Francis Adams and tbe next
Beast Butler. Like the party everywhere, it has
a stomach for anything.

In 1801 it took tbe laborer, working at $1-5- 0 a
day, twenty-tw- o and a half days to earn enough
to buy a barrel of pork. Now, if be only gets
$1.00 a day, be can bny a barrel in eight or nine
days.

tbe price of a day's labor $150 was
equsl to that of three yards of brown muslin.
Now the price of day's labor $ LOO is equal to
that of twelve and a half yards of brown
muslin.

In 1664 a day's labor at $120 would bny one
gallon of molasses. Now a day's work at $1 will
buy two and a half gallons. Mtdo BUde.

Nrw OsUXASS lima: It is better to have had
Yellow Jack and got well, than never to have
had it all.

FIFTY YEAB3 AOO.

BT WILLIAM D. OALUCnZZ.

A eon; for the early times out West,
And our green forest home.

Whose pleasant memories freshly yet
Acitws the bosom come 1

A song for tbe free and gladsome life
Io those early tUra we led.

With a teeming soil beneath our feet.
And a amiling heaven o'erbead.

Oh. tbe warra of life danced merrily,
ml had a joyoue flow.

In the dava when we were Pioneers.
Filly yeara ago 1

Tbe hunt, the shot, the glorious chiae.
Tbe captured elk or drer 1

The camp, the bz. bright Are. and then
Tbe rich and wholeeome cheer;

The awret, sound sleep at dead of night.
By oar camp-fir- bUzinghigh

Cnlirokrn by the wolfs long howl.
And the panther springing by.

Oh, merrily passed the time, deeplte
Our wily Indian foe.

In the days when we were Pioneers,
l'illy years ago.

We shunn'd uot labor when 'twas due.
We wrought with right good will j

And fur the homes we won fur them.
Our children bleas ns still.

We lived not hermit lives, but oft
In social converse met t

And lirea of lore were kindle 1 then.
That burn on warmly jet.

Oh. pleasantly the stream of llfo
1'ursued ita constant flow.

In the days when we were Pioneers,
Fifty yeara ao.

We Mt that we were fellow men ;
And we felt we were a band.

Sustained here Iu the wilderness
Ilr Heaven's upholding hand.

And when the solemn Sabbath came.
We gathered in the wood.

And lifted up our hearts in prajer
0 liou, tna only goou.

Our temples then were earth and sky ;
None others did we know.

In the daya when we were Pioneers,
Fifty yrara ago.

Our forest life was rough and rude.
And dangers closed ua round ;

Cut here, amid the green old trees.
We freedom sought and found.

Oft through our dwellings wintry blasts
Would rush with shriek and moan :

We cared not though they were but fmtl.
Wo felt they were our own 1

Oh. free and manly lives we led,
'Mid verdure, or 'mid snow.

In the daya when we were Pioneers,
Fifty years ago.

But now our course of life is short ;
And as, from day to day.

We're walking on with halting ate p.
And fainting by the way.

Another land more bright than this
To our dim eight appeara ;

And on our way to it, well aoou
Again be Pioneers ;

Tet, while we linger, we msy all
A backward glance still throw

To the daya when we were Pioneers,
Fifty j ears ago.

EAHLV OniO DATS.
Brsninisceaces at Ike Old Families ef 3InrU

run, niplrv, owd Gnllipolis,
To lie Editor of lie Cincinnati Gazette :

1 observed sonio time ago tbe death of old Dr.
Creed, of (Jbilicothe, O. The statement that he
was the last of the jurors in the famous "Burr
trial " leads me to say that another link remains
iu the wife of one of the jurors, a venerable and
esteemed lady, now eighty-fou- r years of age,
well preserved, aud in full possession of all her
faculties, both mental and physical.

She was tbe widow of one of tho pioneers of
this State, has been the motherof thirteen child-
ren, only three of whom are liviug; has tho old
stjlo manners, courtly and dignified; and is at
present residing with her daughter, Mrs. Judge.
L.,of Gallipolis. I had tbe pleasure recently of
paying ber a visit, and was much interested in
her descriptions of old time life. She remembers
seeing Lafayette during his visit to this coun-
try', and also saw Aaron llurr he was stopping
at tho bouse of a friend in Wheeling. She was
a little girl, bnt was impressed with his haiid-koiii- o

f.ico aud line address.
She was married at eighteen to n man some

years her Bcnior, aud oue of the most enterpris-
ing business men of the State. He was engaged
nt one time in sending vessels loaded with pro-
duce around by New Orleans to Washington
City. Ho himself would go through on horse-

back, and once came very nearly being captured
as a spy by some British soldiers who occupied
the 'city. His horse, a uoblu and mnch valnod
animal, was shot under him, and ho was carried
oil by bis negro servant to a placo of safety,
w here he lay suffering from a fracture of the
leg nntil friends conld be advised of his sitnation
and come to his relief. There is an interesting
letter, written from Washington dnring his con-
valescence now in possession of tbo family

aud Mrs. D. describes vividly her suspense
aud anxiety during this period of absence.

Her busliaud was also au iutiniate friend and
associate of lilennerhasset, whose wife came to
him fur assistance during her troubles. Ou sev-

eral occasnns ho accompanied her from his island
homo to Marietta on horseback. In 1'arton'a
Life of Burr he is mentioned as tbe friend who
Went with lilennerhasset to Hichmoud.

Capt. Hiram llurcli, of Marietta, the oldest
lit ing representative of early steamboat life, was
visiting this Bister, who is two years older than
himself he is eighty-two- , and a large, vigorous,
clear compluxiotied, blue-eye- old gentleman,
with beautiful silvery hair and tlowing beard, a
noble tpeciuieu of a grand old age. There is an
older sister lis, ingiu Connecticut at the advanced
ago of ninety-on- Her' portrait, recently taken,
is that of a plump, sweet faced old lady, in a
close cap, and kerchief. She lives witli ber son.
a railroad maguate, and has a fair prospect of
being a centeuarian. Thesu three form rather a
remarkable trio of brother and sisters.

While iu Gallipolis, I felt au interest In visit-lu- g

the old graveyard, hoping to liud many
of the past, as this is one of the oldest

towns in the State.
Bnt in this respect, it is inferior to tbe old

"Mound Cemetery," of Marietta, which abounds
iu interesting relics.

Tbe morning was very warm, and possibly I
missed Bonio, bnt the oldest tomb I fonnd bora
this inscription :

"Here lies Frances White Shipman, who departed
this life December 21, 1812. aged 19 years, 8 months
and SO days."

I knew the history of this young life, gone out
so long ! It was that of a beautiful and talented
young girl, loving aud beloved, bearing the
uame of oue of Ohio's oldest and best families,
married to one who almost idolized her maiden,
wife, aud mother ill one short year, and then
laid to rest in the spot now sacred to her memo-

ry. Tbe grave is somewhat sunken, the foot,
with its stone, resting almost imbedded In a
large tree elm, I believe which has grown up
since the grave was made, and spreads its pro-
tecting branches aronnd her resting place.

A very pathetic scene occurred here not long
since. The aged lady whom I came to visit was
tbe girl friend and sister-in-la- of the young
bride, who, with her husband, went to Gallipolis
to live. She waa very fond ofi her new sis-

ter Fanny, and when tbe news of her death
came, a terrible shock to the old homestead, tin
one grieved mure siucerely than the young sister--

in-law. Each successive child, as it grew up,
was told of the sweet, young aunt, who went
ont from home to die among strangers. Well,
tbe wheel of fortune has brought tbe friend,
now au old lady, to spend ber few remaining
days near the grave of ber childhood's friend.

She was taken in a carriage to the spot, and
there, beneath tbe shade of tbe old elm, she
knelt down and wept like a child. Sixty-si- x

years have passed away, bnt tbe scenes of ber
youth were vividly preteut. The long, weary
years of an eventful life were almost annniht-late- d,

and she wasa"child-wife- " again, weeping
for uer loot menu 1

The tombstone was moss grown, but has been
restored, so that it is quite legible.

Of qnlte a different character is a tomb in an-

other part of tbe cemetery. The inscription
runs thus:

" Beneath this mound lies Mary Bohen, consort of
Claudius IE. Menager, emigrated from France sod lo-

cated at Gallipolia, October 17, 1790, accompanied by
UX) French emigrants, and outlived all bat three.
Died December 10, 1SSI, aged 82.

One beautifal broken .shaft bears the inscrip
tion, "God knows whyl" There were other in-

teresting relies, bat I have forgotten tbe inserip-tion- a.

Manv of the names of the old French
1 emigrants who came here in 1790, I recognized

as tbe present inhabitants. The Menagers, Creu-zct- s,

etc., still occupy the old stamping gronnd.
Gallipolis, for a small town, is one of magnifi-

cent distances. It is laid ont witbont regard to
economy of space, the two principal streets be-

ing one mile and a half long. Tbe bouses are
surrounded by large yards aud gardens, yet the
intermixture of old dilapidated looking build-
ings and vacant lota detracts from tbo general
appearance.

We enjoyed the elegant hospitalities of seve-
ral of its excellent eitizeus, the Ayleshires, s,

Menagers, etc., and were impressed with
the substantial as well as tbe handsome style of
living.

There was a little flavor of the "Old Domin-
ion " hospitality, such as it used to be in its
palmy days. So it seemed to me, though whv I
cannot tell, unless from intermarriage with Vir
ginia families just over the border. I met seve-
ral Virginia Iadies(,frnier acquaintances), who
are now tbe wives of prominent business men
in Gallipolis one tbe niece of a distinguished
Confederate General. These ladies hold the forts
tight royally, aud treat their captives with dis-
tinguished consideration !

I lett uallipolis wltb many pleasant memories.
I love tlieso old towns for tbe associations con-
nected with them, and would like nothing bet-
ter than to go aronnd and gather up interesting
relics of the past, and serve them np for your
old fasbioued readers, bnt dnty calls to other
tasks. L. D. S.

isi
TUE OLD SLAVERY DATS.

The Flight afTwa Jlisaanri Hlavra la CadaItrtarai of Oar sf Ihesn la are Old naa
d Jlissns.

No better illustration of the peculiar relation-
ship of tho past and present can bo fonnd than
tnat anurueu by me appearance y ot a gray-haire- d

negro iu tbe city looking for his relatives
of eighteen years ago. The l'ott reporter was,
of course, on band at the suggestion of an item
that related to the oldeu time of slavery, blood-hound- s,

aud the " under-groun- d railway." The
reporter found the embodiment of his " item" in
a lawyer's office, end ascertained from him that
be was licv. Strotuer, who, with his
Jeff. Murray, ran away in 18C0, and had never
been heard of by their friends since. Bev's face
relaxed into a broad grin as be told how " me
aud Jeff ran away, and the awful time we had."
It seems that Bev. and Jeff were Slaves in 18G0,
the former belonging to Travis Murphy, and the
latter to Dr. J. T. Overall, of St. Charles Coun-
ty, Mo.; that Bev. was threatened with "sale
down de riber," the terror of all darkeys, and
so persuaded Jeff, to run away with him.
Through an old darkey at 8t. Charles tbey fouud
a white man who agreed to pilot them one hun-
dred miles for $23, and on the night of Jnne 30,
ItiGO, the trio met aud started on a " run away
sure enough." They travelled nights aud lay in
tue brusn uy uay, tne wnite man neiug nsea to
pilot the way and buy provisions. The negroes
had very shrewdly provided themselves with a
compass, to bo sure tbey were being piloted to
tho "far off land rather than to Dixie." They
also took pistols to defend themselves with, aud
always after they hid for the day, aud sent the
man for provisions, moved their hiding place
aud watched "dat ar white man" from a long
way off, to see that he did uot bring any nigger-catch-er

with him. On the evening of the sec-
ond day ont tbe white man, while ont foraging,
saw Dr. Overall and pursuing party, and heard
him describe the negroes and offer a reward for
their apprehension. "I tell yon, massa," said
llev. as be rubbed his gray bead, " tbem was hot
times." They travelled at right angles to their
general course that night, and tbe pursuing par-
ty never heard of them sgsin.

Tbe "white pilot and nigger-stealer- " was
given away by a pretended would-b- e runaway
about three weeks later, was captured by Dr.
Overall, and sentenced, after a plea of guilty,
by Judge Kiug, ot the St. Charles Circuit Court,
to six years in tbe penitentiary.

Two weeks later, Bev. and Jeff, turned up at
Lafayette, led., with mighty little faith in there
beiug any end to the world, or anything for run-
away niggers bnt sore feet and empty stomachs.
On the night of their arrival there, tbey were
followed by a negro man, who accused them of
being runaways, aud tendered his services to
show them the "underground railway.-- ' Thoy de-

nied tbe first and refused the last, but when the
would-b- e gnide was reinforced by "one of dein
real old honest nigger mothers," the runaways
acknowledged the soft impeachment and were
provided for.

At ueiroit incy jumpeii uu xruoi tuo train a
mile from tbe denut. and followed the beckoning
of a " Black Hand " without injury or explana
tion, and were locked up in a little room way np
on the top of a boat. The next day Canada re-

ceived two childreu. aud tbe United States was
out $2,000 worth of niggers.

Uoln negroes went to wora on a lann in tue
fonntv of Essex at 8240 Per year, ami at the
end of five years had saed $1,000, with which
tbey purcuaseu two farms. Jen. acqmrea a lim-
ited education, and in addition to attendiug to
his own matters, became foreman on a large
farm. In June last, Jeff, was poisoued by bis
wife, who bids fair to haug. As Jeff, had no
children, Bev. came back to hunt up his heirs.
Bev. fonnd his mother, Emily Murray, a negress,
76 years old, still liviug.

As her children, twelve iu number, aro all
illegitimate, tbey canot inherit from each other,
aud hence she gets Jeff.'s entire estate, worth
some $3,000, subject to the dower rights of the
wife.

Bev. fonnd his old master, who is 97 years of
age, atill living on his old place, and wa made
happy by tbe kindly manner in which he was
received snd treated by tbo massa and missus of
bis boyhood days, aud thinks be will sell ont
aud move his family of seven back to " do ole
Missouri shore."

ss sen s

A Little Primer.
Who issued the greenbacks f

The Kepcbucax Piirrr.
Who pronounced the greenbacks, as issued in

the war, constitutional !
The Kepubucax Jcdioaiiy.

Who passed a bill to make greenbacks receiva-
ble for all customs dues f

The Kepcbucasi Senate.
Who will make tbe greenbacks as good as

silver! Tub Kepcbucas Paktt.
Who will make the greenbacks as good as

gold t The Bepublicax Parts-- .

Who. nnnosed the issue of the ereenbscks I
, The Democratic Pasty.

Who pronounced tbe greenbacks, as issued in
tbe war, unconstitutional I

The Democratic Jcoioabt.
Who failed to approve the bill of tbe Bepnb-lica- n

Senate, making greenbacks receivable for
all enstoms dues, until it was too late to make
it a law f The Democratic House.

Who will make the greenbacks as good as
'pewter f The Democratic Pasty.

Who will make the greenbacks as good as tin T

The Democratic Party.
Monirote (Pa) JUpnllican.

A Tramp's Stratagem. A few dsys ago a
tramp, who was sparring bit devious way along
near Reno, conceived a brilliant idea for raising
the wind. He knew that the Wells Fsrgo stago
would pass along that road In about half an
hour, so he took off bis coat, tore his shirt and
iiockeU, rolled in the dust, and finally tied him-

self, with mneb difficulty, to a tree. His inten-.:-J- ?

.. n ll the stare nasseneers that be
had been fonlly dealt with by highwaymen, and
have a subscription to repair his losses taken
upon tbe spot. Tbe stage, however, took .a short
cut, by a new road that day, and didn't go
i. t .11 After waitlnc till dusk, the tramp
tried to Uke off bis bonds, but before he got the
first knot loose, a grizzly came down out of tbe
mountain and picknieked off the greater part
of bis left leg. S franeitco oVewt Letter.

A Very Bad Max. Tbe Bev. Delos R. Baker,
of Ohio, has been and expelled from
the Methodist Cbarcn for heresy. This wicked
wes wss iroiltv of heaainar a foul slander on
our great ancestor, Adam, who, ber said, "had
no ssore knowledge of good and evil than a
mule." In good old times in Hew England, sach
a wretch would have been hang ffaMmjton,
Post

Bex. Bctlir, when a boy at school, used to
steal the dinners of bia mates.

SAVE THB P0BB3X.
SsNuCasJVrair already la done

Ifore mischief than tine can restore 1And most of tna landmarks of boyhood an cons.We cannot, we will not lose more.
If Foresters past could bat rise from the dead.To look on tho ac enea they had known.They wonld look with amazement Onr Forest haa fled.And the pride of Its glory la gone.

San iu lit Forut t that children may roam.
Or gambol in Innocent glee;

Their shoots shall ring loadly "usst'i heaveu'a hlrhdome,
Telling all that tha Forest is free.cn of Turkey or Brussels, whose ply
The loom of the canning one weaves.

With Natures own loom-wor- 000 moment can vie
The Forest's son carpet of leaves.

O.tare km tt Torrst ! the tolling ones cry.
Who dwell 'mid the smoke aod the heat 1

In the long Summer sunshine delighted we fly
Awsy from the alley and street.

From anvil and hammer, from counter aad pen.
Too seldom, slas 1 can we stray ;

We need aach a refuge from Babylon's din "
Then, aave ua the Furest, we pray. .

O. sate ua tie Tortti ! the home of the birds,
Whose plumage betlowera each spray.

Discoursing sweet music, like Love'a thrilling words.
From dawn till the closing of day.

Tbe Oak and the Ivy. tbe Ash and the Fern,
Xo hand of the spoiler ahould setae;

The caMle and maoslitn are buildings of men.
Hut the bnlldings of God aro the trees.

TIIC PIOXEER 3IOTIIEHH."
A Kraaliful Tribute ts the Tlrlnrs of tho

Mothers f That Elder Day.

This was the toast assigned at the Pioneer
Reunion to Mr. Tod Ford, of Akron. We give
below tbe beantiful response, so exipiisite in
tasto, and so admirable in description :

Now that this toast is auuouuced, I begin to
think it were better, not only for my comfort,
but for yours, had ita response been given to
some one else. There are those here in whom
tbe mere mention of tbe "pioneer mother"
tonchas the heart's tenderest spot ; awakens the
holiest recollections of a life time, and quickens
associations that, in their old age, tako them
back to her who, with loving arms aud anxions
tears, aud mother's prayers, and mother's un-
wearying care, had made of them the true and
noble men and women they are. To them the
pioneer mother was, and still is, a reality, and
her precious memory fills them with an elo-
quence, of thonght and feeling no other theme
could bring. With me it is different ; give me
some other toast give me but the pioneer
daughter, and I wonld show yoa how an In-

spired man can talk. And yet, when we think
that the pioneer daughter shines bnt by reflected
light, that tbe unspeakable grace which we wor-
ship in her, is bnt a ray borrowed from tbe
boundless grace of the mother, we should bo
poor iudeed in speech, and poor indeed In heart,
had wo not something to say on this sacred sub
ject.

Personally we remember bnt a little of the
features of pioneer life ; bnt from what has been
told to ns by those who, though aged, still lira
and love to live in the old, old days, we may
gather material to picture to ourselves the first
settler's home. That picture Is before us now.
It is simply a rough log cabin, which willing
hands, gathered for many miles aronnd, have
reared, and called their labor tbe sport of a hol-
iday. Bnt not the log cabin only made tbe
home of pioneer days; there was that in It
which neither painter's brush nor vivid imagi-
nation can portray, for, within them is the old
family sitting-roo- and tho. cradle where the
baby lies, and tbe wide open e, where
among Ted coals, through winter evenings, tbe
little ones saw magic castles aud palaces of fairy
splendor, and shadowy forms-an- d groteavino
shapes ; and there was the old clock in the cor-
ner, that ticked into life and through life into
death, members of tbo household, and yet ticked
ou with the same unmeasured, unchanging tick,
tick, tick, as though all of earth but it had sor-
row and change ; and there was the old family
Bible which had made hearts thankful in bless-
ings, resigned in aftlction, loving one another,
but loving God above all ; and there was the
roof tree, bending above in constant benediction
over the trials and joys of a common family life;
and there were father, and brother and sister,
and a hundred other features that filled log
walls with the essence, tbe spirit and soul of
home. And even yet the picture is not complete;
for outer walls, and bending roof tree, and tick-

ing clock, and glowing chimney, and baby's
cradle, and father, and brother and sister, are
like an arch without a key-ston- like bread
without leaven, unless there is the presencu of
tbe piuneer mother to quicken them with tender
and holy associations. There is somewhere in
one of the galleries of tbe Old World a wonder-
ful painting by Corregio, representing the baby
Christ in tbe stable, with face so bright with
heavenly light that it touches and beautifies ev-

ery face and form and thing around it. So with
tbe pioneer mother; everything became radiant
aud holy by association with her. It was her
patient, loving life that y makes home the
sweetest word in the English language.

When we pioneers, who have cleared forests,
endured privation, and sacrificed onrselves gen-
erally for tbe good of the country, go to tht.
metropolis, and walking along its avenues, look
npon the endless succession of brown stone
fronts, where pampered sons of luxury live, we
for a moment forget onrselves, and wish that
heaven had made ns less useful and mors
wealthy. It is only fur a moment, though, and
then there comes unhidden the thonght that
these palatial structures are homes of eleganco
rather than of the heart. Perhaps wo are mis-

taken; no doubt we are in a measure. There is,
'tis true, the natural affection between mother
aud child there must be, for God wills it so.
Bnt there is not, there caunot be that luxury of
tender love which the pioneer mother knew for
her child, and the pioneer child for its mother:
for the daily sacrifices that mother was called
upon to make, and did make so willingly for
those aronnd her, the mild and patient resigna-
tion that filled her homely life, developed all
that was noble and tender in heart, and endeared
her to her children with a lore that was more
than love. Of her former life but little need be
said. On a certain bright morning, In an East- -

era village, glad bells rang oat tbe news that
the sturdy young pioneer had not sought her In
vain, fot she hsd given him her band aud ber
life. It was no idle coming together this, where
a wedding journey in palace cars, through gay
cities, should be but an earnest of careless pleas-

ures and unearned luxuries to tbe end. lietore
ber opened a Journey througn nnbroEen wuus to
an almost undiscovered country, where life bad
no luxuries or comforts but as come from duties,
well performed. Behind ber, by slow and weary
miles, never to be retraced, she left all that bail
been dear to ber save him she had newly sworn
to honor and to love. There are tears and bless-
ings at tbe parting with father and mother, for
it is a parting which shall end only when this
life shall close and the other life begins. And
so amid blessings and amid tears the curtain
falls npon the first act in tbe life of the pioneer
mother.

On another bright morning, in a western vil-

lage, tbe bells ring again not now with joyous
peal but with the slow and measured stroke
that tells of death. In the sitting-room- ,,

which she has sanctified by her faithful
life, she lies, with bands so meekly folded that
it seems aa if the wss praying for that tht
leaves behind, and for whom her life has been
one continual aad Increasingly beautiful sacri
fice. Her children, now men ana women grown,
are there; come from distant placet to pay thp
last sad tribute of reverence and love. The
hatband, with whom, hand and hand, she bad
trod the path of life, singing at Its close-he- r

" John Anderson. My Jo," with the sama fervor
with which in the morning of her life she had
sung her maiden love song. The husband, too,
is thre, only waiting till the shadows are a
little longer grown; only waiting till throagh
the listening branches of forest tress God's voice
shall come and summon him to join her. Tht
last prayer U said, and tha ungraded monad in
tbe front yard shows-tha- i pioneer home 1 no
more, tor tne pioneer smetner is gone.

!! tl
A coRSSeTOXOaOrr Inquires if the epigrammat-le- al

lABguaee ated by Abraham Lincoln at Get-tysh-

''A Government of the people, by the
people, aad for the people" was original with
him. No : tha same phrase was used by Theo-

dore Parker, In a tpeech, in I860. Arte Tori:
.Grapite.


